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To his Lady

IN this sweet book, the treasury of wit,
All virtues, beauties, passions, written be:
And with such life they are set forth in it
As still methinks that which I read I see.
But this book's mistress is a living book
Which hath indeed those virtues in her mind,
And in whose face, though envy's self do look,
Even envy's eye shall all those beauties find.
Only the passions that are printed here
In her calm thoughts can no impression make:
She will not love, nor hate, nor hope, nor fear,
Though others seek these passions for her sake.
So in the sun, some say, there is no heat,
Though his reflecting beams do fire beget*

A Contention betwixt a Wife, a Widow > and a Maid

fPife.     Widow, well met; whither go you today?
Will you not to this solemn offering go?
You know it is Astraea's holy day,
The Saint to whom all hearts devotion owe.

Widow.  Marry, what else? I purpos'd so to do:

Do you not mark how all the wives are fine,
And how they have sent presents ready too,
To make their offering at Astraea's shrine?

See, then, the shrine and tapers burning bright
Come, friend, and let us first ourselves advance*
We know our place, and if we have our right,
To all the parish we must lead the dance.

But soft, what means this bold presumptuous maid
To go before without respect of us ?
Your forwardness (proud girl) must now be stay'd.
Where learn'd you to neglect your betters thus?

Maid.    Elder you are, but not my betters here,

This place to maids a privilege must give:

The Goddess, being a maid, holds maidens dear,

And grants to them her own prerogative.